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of the ranges south of the Pamirs. These are called
Dards. The mysterious Kafiristan also contained a
Macedonian pocket.

Then   the forces of Nature set the fair Aryan tribes-
afoot.     For a song they gave up their lovely lands and
fine fields in Central Asia. It must be a sad song indeed.
As sad as the strains of Wordsworth's Solitary Reaper
or Arnold's Philomel or  Keats' Nightingale.   It was
probably the music of rotting sand-hills   smothering
their soil.     It set the owners pressing forward.   Thus-
a great shuffle started.    On top of this, came the tidings-
of richer lands.   Lands lovely and luxuriant beyond the
mountains.    The snow-clad hills of the blue horizon.
'Thus the great white Aryan race set itself armoring.
Its trek  followed to  Europe,  to  Persia, and to  India *
The flow of  humanity swirled  round the bases of the
mountains and watered valleys.     Then threaded down
the Khyber Pass into the Land of the Five Rivers.     The
Aryan tides knocked  up the  country of Sirhind,  the
top of India.     Thence ran downhill into the fertile
Gangetic plains.     The Aryan kingdom stretched from
Oxus the Barahamputra.   Century after century the
fortified  city of Balkh stood  as a   bulwark   against
another great wave of race movement.   The Aryan kept
to the open plains and the line of least resistance*    He
drove   the   Dravidians   before   him.     The   Aravalli
Mountains called a halt  fc*  the Aryan  march.   The
great wall of gorge and Jungle was mercilessly uninviting*
The  Oxus was  the frontier of this great stretch of
Aryana.

Then came Alexander of Macedon. It was a great
figure. A giant that stretched forth the hand of might
across half the civilized world. India could not slip
through his thumb-screws. Swung through the passes and